To make request concerning Venus' works

(For there's a time for all things, say these clerks)

To any woman, to procure her love,

I cannot say; but the great God above,

Who knows there's no effect without a cause,

He may judge all, for here my voice withdraws.

But true it is that this fair blooming May

Was so affected and impressed that day

For pity of this lovesick Damian,

That from her heart she could not drive or ban

Remembrance of her wish to give him ease.

"Certainly," thought she, "whom this may displease

I do not care, for I'd assure him now

Him with my love I'd willingly endow,

Though he'd no more of riches than his shirt."

Lo, pity soon wells up in gentle heart.

Here may you see what generosity
In women is when they advise closely.
Perhaps some tyrant (for there's many a one)
Who has a heart as hard as any stone,
Would well have let him die within that place
Much rather than have granted him her grace;
And such would have rejoiced in cruel pride,
Nor cared that she were thus a homicide.

This gentle May, fulfilled of all pity,
With her own hand a letter then wrote she
In which she granted him her utmost grace;
There was naught lacking now, save time and place
Wherein she might suffice to ease his lust:
For all should be as he would have it, just.
And when she'd opportunity on a day,
To visit Damian went this lovely May,
And cleverly this letter she thrust close
Under his pillow, read it if he chose.
She took him by the hand and hard did press,
So secretly that no one else could guess,
And bade him gain his health, and forth she went
To January, when for her he sent,
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